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ment must arise not from the matter but from the
manner, which you know is all my own* Animated,
therefore, by the approbation of a person whose nice
taste and consummate judgment I can no longer doubt,
I will cheerfully proceed with our memoirs. As it is
determined we shall set out next week for Yorkshire,
I went to-day in the forenoon with my uncle to see
a carriage belonging to a coach-maker in our neighbour-
hood. Turning down a narrow lane, behind Long
Acre, we perceived a crowd of people standing at a
door which, it seems, opened into a kind of a methodist
meeting; and were informed that a footman was then
holding forth to the congregation within. Curious to
see this phenomenon, we squeezed into the place with
much difficulty; and who should this preacher be but
the identical Humphry Clinker. He had finished his
sermon, and given out a psalm, the first stave of which
he sung with peculiar graces. But if we were astonished
to see Clinker in the pulpit, we were altogether con-
founded at finding all the females of our family among
the audience. There was lady Griskin, Mrs. Tabitha
Bramble, Mrs. Winifred Jenkins, my sister Liddy, and
Mr. Barton, and all of them joined in the psalmody,
with strong marks of devotion.
I could hardly keep my gravity on this ludicrous
occasion; but old Square-toes1 was differently affected.
The first thing that struck him was the presumption
of his lacquey, whom he commanded to come down,
with such an air of authority as Humphry did not think
proper to disregard. He descended immediately, and
1 i.e. Mr, Bramble*